April morning air on a plateau exposed to all the winds Gerbier,
naked in his clogs and wearing a towel tied round his middle, was
doing setting-up exercises. His body was flat-coloured, of a dry
and hard consistence. His muscles were not visible, but their even,
compact play gave the feeling of a block not easily dented. Legrain
considered these movements with melancholy. Merely breathing
deeply made his lungs whistle like a hollow bladder.

"Alreadymout walking!" Gerbier shouted between exercises.

"I'm going to the camp power-plant," said Legrain, "I work
there."

Gerbier completed a body bend and went over to Legrain.

"A good job?" he asked.

A bright flush came into Legrain's hollow cheeks. This ten-
dency to blush occasionally was the only trace of his extreme
youth. For the rest, privations, confinement and above all the
constant wear and tear of a weighty, obsessing inner revolt had
matured his face and his behaviour frightfully.

"I don't even get a crust of bread for my work," said Legrain.
"But it's a job I like and I don't want to lose the knack. That's
all there is to it."

Gerbier's nose was very slender at the bridge. Because of this
his eyes seemed very close together. When Gerbier looked at
someone attentively, as he was looking at Legrain at this moment,
his eternal half-smile became set in a severe fold and it was as
though his eyes dissolved in a single black fire. As Gerbier re-
mained silent, Legrain pivoted on his clogs. Gerbier said softly,

"Good-bye, comrade."

Legrain wheeled round and faced him as suddenly as though he
had been burned.

"You are . . . you are ... a communist," he stammered.

"No, I'm not a communist," said Gerbier.

He allowed a second to pass and added with a smile,

"But that doesn't prevent me from having comrades."

Gerbier tightened his towel round his waist and resumed his
exercises. Legrain's red fatigue clothes were slowly blotted out
on the rain-swept plateau.